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It was not long, therefore, before we
had put a good distance between our-
selves and our late comrades. When
dawn broke we found ourselves debouch-
ing from a grove of trees on to a plain,
at the further side of which was the river
and the bridge-of-boats with the village
of Bagput on the opposite bank ; but to
our horror the bridge was occupied by a
strong body of apparently rebel troops,
whom our appearance threw into sudden
commotion. We could see infantry
rapidly falling in, troopers mounting in
hot haste, and camels and elephants
rushing to the bridge, flying from our
expected onslaught. Scant time was
there to- decide on a course of action.
With our tired horses escape from so
strong a body of cavalry was hopeless.
Nothing was left but to charge the bridge
and trust to luck and the rapidity of our
attack to disconcert the enemy, and
enable some at least of us to get through
with whole skins. These were the days
of drilling by " threes; " but as I judged^
that there would be room for four men